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resolution raised difficulties in their path. Lug-
gage was strapped, boxes nailed up, but no
vehicle could be hired to take them to Palma.
The peasants would have no dealings with them.
With Chopin almost at his last breath, they made
the journey of three leagues in a kind of wheel-
barrow. At Palma, Chopin had an appalling
haemorrhage. The island's only boat was setting
out with a hundred pigs on board. The forlorn
little group embarked on this, and Chopin was
given a bunk more suitable for an animal than for
a human being. No grain of pity could be found
in any heart, so great was the terror this poor
ghost of a man inspired. On the following day,
at Barcelona, his loss of blood was even more
frightening. Luckily, mercy then appeared in
the person of the commandant of the French
naval station, who took charge of them and con-
veyed them on board Le Meleagre, a sloop-of-war.
We have reason to remember the name of the
ship with gratitude, for its doctor stopped the
haemorrhage and saved Chopin's life. They
stayed for a week at an inn to give him time to
gather strength. George Sand was impatient to
turn her back upon Spain and prayed heaven
that she would never see the country again. She
prepared for another move after the doctor had
given a good report of Chopin's condition ; but
she was anxious not to let his family know of this
report lest they should become alarmed at his
earlier relapse. When, a few days later, they
arrived at Marseilles, both Sand and Chopin